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LOVE OR MONEY:

OR,
A PERILOUS SECRET.

BY OHARLES REAVE

Author of “Put Yourself in His Place”
th‘-. l‘k‘o, l‘tt‘.

CHAPIER XI1L CONTINUED,

Passion is a terrible enemy to mers
affection. Walter Clifford loved his
father denrly, vet for twenty-four hours
Re had almost forgotten him. But the
moment he turned his horse’s head to-
ward Clittord Hall, uneasiness and some-
thing very like remorse’ began te seize
him. Suppose his father had asked for
him, and wondered where he was, and
felt himsell deserted and abandoned in
his dying moments, He spurred his
horse to a gallop, and soon reached Clif-
ford IHall. As he was afraid to go
stralght to his father's room, he went
at once to old Baker, and sald, in an
agitated volee;

“One word, John--is he alive?"

“Yeou, sir, he is," mid John, gravely,
and rather sternly,

“Has he asked for me?”

*More thun onee or twice, sir.”

Walter sank into s chalr, and vovered
his face with his hands, This softened
the old servant, whose manner till then
Liad heen sullen and grim.

“You need not fret, Mr., Walter,” said
he; “it’s all right., In course I know
where vyou have been.”

Walter looked up alarmed,

“I mean in a general way,” sald the
old man. “You have been a-courting
of an angel. I know her, sir, and I hope
to be her servant some day; and if you
was to marry any but her, I'd leave ser-
vice altogether, and so wonld Rhoda
Miliom; but, Mr. Walter, sir, there's a
time for everything: I hope you’ll for-
give me for saying so. IHowever, you
are here now, and I was wide-awake,
and I have made it all right, sir.”

“That's impossible,” sald  Walter,
*MMow could vou make it right with my

r dear father, in his last moments
e felt himself neglected,”
“But hedidn’t feel himself neglected.”
“I don't understand you,” said Wal-

ter,

“Well, sir,” sai¢ old Baker, “I'm an
old servant, and I've done my duty to
father and son according to my lights;
I told him a lie.”

“A lie, John!” said WaNer.

“A thundering lie,” said John, rather
aggressively. “I don't know as I ever
told a greater lie in all my life. I told
him you was gone up to London to fetch
a doctor.”

Walter grasped John Baker's hand.
*God bless you, old man,” said he, “for
taking that on your conscience! ‘\"ell,

ou shan't have yourself to reproach

or my fault. I know a first-class gout
doctor in London; he has cured it more
than once. I'll wire him down this
minute; you'll despatch the message,
and I'll go to my father.”

The message was sent, and when the
€olonel awoke from an uneasy slumber
he saw his son at the foot of the bed,
gazing ‘uteously at him.

My dear boy,” said he, faintly, and
held out a wasted hand. Walter was
pricked to the heart at this greeting;
not a remonstrance at his absence.

“I fear you missed me, father,” said
he, sadly.

“That I have.” said the old man; “but
1 dare say you didn’t fol:Fet me, though
you weren t by my side.

The high-minded old soldier said no
more, and put no questions, but confi-
ded in his son’s affection, and awaited
the result of it. From that hour Wal-
ter Clifford nursed his father day and
-might. Dr. Garner arrived next day.
He examined the patient, and puta
great many questions as to the history
and progress of the disorder up to that
date, and inquired in particular what
was the length of time the fits general-
ly endured. Here he found them all
rather hazy. “Ah.” said he, “patients
are seldom able to assist their medical
adviser with precise informationon this
point, yet it’s very important. Well,
ean you tell me how long this attack
has lasted?” :

.wThey told him that within a day or

0."

“Then now.” said he, “the most im-
mrtant ciuestion of all: What day did

e pain leave his extremities?”

e patient and John Baker had to
eompare notes to answer this question,
gd hey made it out to beabout twenty

8.

Then he ought to beas dead as a her-
ring.” whispered the doctor.

After this he began to walk the room
:pd meditate, with Lis hands behind

1m.

“Open those top windows,” said he.
*Now draw the sereen, and give his
hings a chance: no draughts must blow

{"P"“ him. you know.” Then he drew

alter aside. o “Do you want to know
the truth? Well, then, his life hangs
on a thread. The gout is ereeping up-
ward, and will inevitably kill him if we
ean’t Fet it down. Nothing but heroic
remedies will do that, and 1t’s three to
five against them. What do you say?”

“I dare not—I dare not. Pray put the
question to him.”

*“I will,” said the doctor; and aeccord--
ingly he did put it to him with a good
deal of feeling and gentleness, and the
answer rathes surprised him.

Weak as he was, Colonel Clifford’s
. dull eye flashed, and he half raised him-
self on his elbow. “What a question to

ut to a soldier!” said he. “Why,let us

ht, to be sure. I thought it was
twenty to one—five to three? I have
often won the rubber with five to three
against me.”

“Ah!” said Dr. Garner, “these are the
Rtients that give the doctor a chance.”

en he turned to Baker. “Have you
any good cham in the house—not
and not too dry, and fullof fire?”

“Irroy’s Carte d'Or,” suggested the

ent, entering into the business with
a certain feeble alaerity that showed his
gout had not always been unco
with imprudence in diet.

Baker wa.st q::a foor mw It

mmogit v . W'I;:

he had drank what he could, his eyes
twinkled, and he 0% A

that has often

“That’s a hair of a
bitten me.”

The wine soon got into his weakened"
h:d,ndhodro
qthodocwr,, from a fresh

“We'll finish this one to vour health

t when he » |

N WIie Servants’ hatl,” saia nos
Baker. .

Dr. Garner stayed there
keeping up the patient’s stren
eggs and brandy, and every

Lyonn

1 night,

h with
ing, in

longer intervals.,

At one o'clock the next da
tient gave a dismal groan; W
the others started up in alarm

“Grood!™ said the doctor, cahr
I'll go to bedd, Call me if th
frosh sy m{ﬂum.”

At six o'clock old Baker bur
room: “Sir, sir, he have swo
twice, The Lord be praised!”

“Excellent!” sald the doets
tell me what disagrees with 1
after champagne

“Why, Green Chartreuce, to
sald old Baker.

“Then give him a table-s
sald the doctor. “Get me
waler” '

“Which Orst¥ inquired Bak r.

“The patient, to be sure,”  sald Dr,
Garner,

soon after this the

doctor gtood by
his patient’s side, and found 1gm writh-

the pa-
ter and

ly: “now
1e's any

tin the

at me

short, except medicine; and by also ad-
ministered champagne, but 4t much
1

r. “Now
m most

o sure,”

oonful.®
Home hot

ing, nnd, to tell the truth, he §as using
bad language occasionally, tQough he
evidently tried not to,

Dr. Garner looked at his wgateh, “I
think there’s time to eateh they evening
train,”

“Why,” sald Walter, “sujely you
would not desert us; this is the erisis,
is it noty”

“It's something more than I’m!.." sald
the doctor: “the disease kno@s its old
place; it has gone back to theffoot like
a shol; and if you can keop it ghere, the
patient will live, he's noy the jortof pa-
tient that strikes hiscolors whlle there's
a bastion left to defend.” A

These words \lli'ilm‘ll the olq Colonel
s0 that he waved a feeble hatid above
his head, then groaned most XMismally,
and ground histeeth toavoid grofanity,

The doctor, with exquisite géntleness,
drow the clothes off his feet fand sent
for a lot of fleecy cotton or gvool, and
warned them all not to toucl¥the bed
nor even to approach the lowsr part of
it, and then he once more preposed to
leave, and gave his reasons,

“Now, look here, you knogv, I have
done my part, and if [ give vy special
instruetions to the nurses, {h§y can do
the rest, I'm rather dear,§and why
shonld you waste your money§”

“Dear!” said Walter, warmg: “you're
as cheap as dirt, and as goo® as gold,
and the very sight of yon is ¢ comfort
to us. There's a fast tmin ten; I'll
drive vou to the station after goreakfast
myself. Your fees—they ar§ nothing
tous. We love him, and wg are the
happiest house in Christendory; we, that
were the saddest.”

“Well,” said the doctor, “ou north

ountrymen are hearty penplri I'1] stay
$ill to-morrow morning—in2eed, I'll
stay till the afternoon, for "'5 London
day will be lost anyway.” .

fle stayed accordingly §ill three
2'clock, left his patient out of all pres-
ent danger,and advised Waltg especial-
ly against allowing colehicung to be ad-
ministrated to him until hif strength
had recovered.

“There is no medicinal curdgfor gout.”
said he: “pain is a mere symptom, and
colehicum soothes that pain, got by af-

fecting the disease, byt by s%lling the,
action of the heart. l\"t-\'l.\ J}'O:I sUIL

the action of that heart theregyou’ll kill
bhim as surely as if you stille@it with a
istol bullet. Knock off his champagne
n three or four days, and \\'hivl him in-
to the sun as soon as you canwith safe-
ty, fill Lis lungs with oxygen? and keep
all worry and disputes and n ental anx-
iety from him, if yvou cas. Xoon't ¢Bdn-
tradict him for a month to egme.”

The Colonel had a terrible§ bout of it
so far as pain was concerne® but after
about a fortnight the paroxysms inter-
mitted, the appetite increasell. Every-
body was his nurse; everybooy, includ-
ing Julia Clifford, humored Aim:; Percy
Fitzroy was never mentione§l, and the
name of Bartley religiousl§ avoided.
The Colonel had got a frighs and was
more prudent in his diet, and always in
the open air. .

Walter left him only at pdd times,
when he could hope to get a pasty word
with Mary, and tell her how things were
ﬁning. and do all that man eculd do to

eep her heart up, and recoygile her to
the present situation. r

Returning from his wife o e day, and
leaving her depressed by thhir galling
situation, though she was neyer peevish,
but very sad and thoughtfuX he found
his father and Julia Cliffdrd in the
library. Julia had been wrifing letters
for him; she gave Walter ad'_-‘n'eoatory
look, as much as to say, “Wl-at ITam do-
ing is by compulsion, and_you won't
like it.” Colonel Clifford d§dn’t leave
the young man in any doubt’ about the
matter. He said: “Walter.'you heard
me speak of Bell, the counsef who leads
this circuit. I wasonce so fprtunate as
to do him a good turn, and%e has not
forgotten it; he will sleep hare the day
after to-morrow, and he will go over
that blackguard’s lease; he has been in
plenty of mining cases. I fiave got a
sort of half opinion out of h m already;
he thinks it contrary to tI§ equity of
contracts that minerals shog@d pass un-
der a farm lease where thefurface of
the soil is a just equivalent t» the yearly
payment; but the old fox wson’t speak
positively till he has read ewpry syllable
of the lease. However, it sthnds to rea-
son that it’'s a fraud; it corges from a
man who is all fraud; but thiank God 1
am myself again.” .

He started up erect as allart. “T’l
have him off m¥ lands; I'll &-ag him out
of the bowels of the earth, 'im and all
his clan.” '

With this and other thi,ats of the
same character he marchedt out of the
room, striking the floor h with his
stick as he went, and left Jflia Clifford
amazed, and Walter Clifford aghast, at
his vindictive fury.

CHAPTER XIIL. *
THE SERPENT LET I)OSE.

Walter Clifford was so distressed at
this outburst, and the prosp¢ct of actual
litigation between his father and his
sweetheart's father, that J::lia Clifford
pitied him, and, after thinking a little,
said she would stop it for fthe present.
She then sat down, and in five minutes
the docile pen of a female letter-writer

roduced an ingratiating :omposition
possible to resist. She aj»logized for
her apparent insincerity, bdt would be
can dpaand confide the whifle truth to
Mr. Bell. Then she told hita that Colo-
nel Clifford “had only just been saved

from death by a e, a'da rela
was expected in case of any treat excite-
ment or irritation, such axa doubtfu!
lawsuit with a mtlmnn% -he disliked
would certainly cause. e proposed
various . most

litization was, for ____éu_w_u__

- —

-—

QISLrESSINg 1O s Son and successor,
Walter Clifford, and would Mr. Bell be
80 very kind as to put the question off
a8 long as possible by any means he
thought proper?”

Walter was grateful, and said, *What
a comfort to have a lady on one's side!”

“1 would rather have a gentleman on
mine.” sald Julia, laughing.

Mr. Bell wrote a disereet reply. He
would walt till the Assizes—six weeks'
delay—and then wrote to the Colonel,
postponing his visit, This he did, and
promised to look up enses meantime,

But these two nl,h-s not only baffled
thelr irascible ehief: they also humored
him to the full, They nevermentioned
the name of Baurtley, and they kept Perey
Fitzroy out of sight in spite of his re-
monstrances, and, in 4 word, they made
the Colonel's life so smooth that he
thought he was going to have his own
way In everything, and he improved in
health and spirvits: for you know it is
an old saying, “Always gel your own
way, and you'll never die in a pet.”

And then what was still a tottering
situation was kept on its legs by the
swoet character and gentle temper of
Mary IlurlleY. *

Wae have already mentioned that she
Wis uu}mrlur to most women in the
habit of elose attention to whatever she
undertook. This was the real key to
her facllity In languages, history, musie,
drawing, and ealisthenies, as her pro-
fessor called female gymnasties, The
flexible crenture’'s Hmbs were in secret
steel, She cofld go thirty feet up a
sluck rope hand over hand with wonder-
ful ease and grace, and hang by one
hand for ten minutes to kiss the other
to her friends, 8o the very day she was
surprised intoconsenting to marry Wal-
ter mw'l't-tl\\‘ she sat down to the Mar-
riage Service and learned it all by heart
directly, nnd understood most of it,

By this means she realized that now
she had another man to obey as well as
her father, So new, when Walter press-
ed her for secret meetings, she said,
submissively, “Oh yes, if you insist.”
She even remarked that she concluded
clandestine meetings were the natural
congequence of a clandestine marriage,

She used to meet her husband in the
day when she could, and often for five
minntes under the moon. And she
even promised to spend two or three
days with him at the lakes if a safe op-
portunity should occur. But for that
she stipulated that Mr. Hope must be
absent,

Walter asked her why she was more
afraid of Mr. Hope than of her father.

Her eyes seemed to look inward dim-
ly, and at first she said she didn't know,
But after pondering the matter a little
she said, “Decause he watches me more
closely than papa, and that is because—
You won't tell anvbody?”

“No.”

“Not a soul, upon your honor?”

« “Not a soul, dearest, upon my honor.”

“Well, then, because he loves me
more.”

l “Oh, come!” said Walter, incredulous-
y.

" But Mary would neither resign her
opinion nor pursue a subject which
puzzled and grieved her.

We have now indicated the peaceful
tenor of things in Derbyshire for a
eriod of some months. We shall have
Lh show by-and-by that elements of dis-
cord were accumulating under the sur-
face: but at present we must leave Der-
byshire, and deal very briefly with an-
other tissue of events, beginning years
ago, and running to adate three months,
at least. ahead of Colonel Clifford’s re-
covery. The reader will have no reason
to regret this apparent interruption.
Our tale hitherto has been rather slug-
gish: but it is in narrative as it isin na-
ture, when two streams unite their
forees the current becomes broader and
sfronger.

counard Monckton wassent to Penton-
ville, and after some years transferred
to Portland. In both places he played
the game of an old hand; always kept
his temper and carnied everybody, es-
ecially the chaplain and the turnkeys.

"hese last he treated as his only mas-
ters; and if they gave him short weight
in bread or meat, catch him making
matters worse by appealing to the gov-
ernor! Toward the end of this time at
Pentonville he had some thought of
suicide, but his spirits revived at Port-
land, where he was cheered by the con-
versation of other villains, Theirname
was legion: but as he never met one of
them again, except Ben Burnley, all
those miscreants are happily irrelevant.
And the reader need not fear an intro-
duction to them, unless he should #nd
himself garroted in some dark street or
suburb, or his home rifled some dark
and windy night. As for Ben Burnley,
he was from the North country, im-
prisoned for eonspiracy and manslaugh-
tef in an attick upon non-union miners.
Toward the end of his time he made an
attack upon a warder, and got five vears
more. hen Monckton showed him he
was a fool, and explained to him his
own plan of conduct, and bade him
observe how popular he was with the
warders, and reaped all the favor they
dared to show him.

“He treated me like a dog,” said the
man. sullenly.

“I saw it,” said Leonard. “And if I
had been you I would have saild noth-
ing, but waited till my time was out,
and then watched for him till he ’ﬁut his
day out, and settled his hash. iat is
the way for your sort. As for me, kill-
ing is a poor revenge: it is too soon
over. Do vou think I don’t mean to be
revenged on that skunk Bartley, and
above all on that scoundrel Hope, who
planted the swag in my pockets, and let
me into this hole for fourteen years?”
Then, with all his self-command, he
burst into a torrent of curses, and his
pale face was ghastly with hate,and his
eyes glared with demoniac fire, for hell
r»fxs in his heart.

ust thena warder approached, and to
Burnley’s surprise, who did notsee him
coming, Monckton said, gently; “And
therefore, my poor fellow, do just con-
sider that you have broken the law,and
the warders are only domﬁ their duty
and earning their bread. and if yon wewe
a warder to-morrow, you'd have to do
just what they do.” I

“Ay,” said the warder, in passin;i
“you may lecture the bloke,but youwi i
not mnake asilk purse outof a sow’s
ear.”

That was true, but nevertheless the
smooth villain Monckton obtained a

Erea.t ascendencx over thisrough, shock-

eaded ruffian ey, and he minto
no more scrapes. He finished his two
sentences, and left before Monckton.
This precious pair revealed to each
other certain in their beauti-
ful lives. Monckton’s were only half-
confidences, but Burnley told Monckton
he had been concerned with others in a
b larlat Stockton, and also in the
d:& of an ovarseerin amine in Wales.

ana gave tne particulars with a sort ot
quaking gusto, and washing his hands
nervously in the tainted air all the time.
To be sure the overseer had earned his
fate; he had himself been guilty of a
crime—he had been true to his employ-

er.

The grateful Burnley left Portland at
last, and promised faithfully to send
word to a certain friend of Monckton's,
in London, where he was, and what he
was doing, Meantimme he begged his
way northward from Portland, for the
southern provinces were a dead letter
to him.

Monckton's wife wrote to him as oft-
en as the rules of the jall permitted,
and her letters were fldl of aflection,
and of hope that their separation would
be shortened, She went into all the de-
talls of her life, and it was now a eredi-
table one,  Young women areeducated
practically in Germany; and Lucy was
not only & good scholar, and almost a
linguist, but excellent at all needle-
work, and, better still, could eut dresses
and other garments in the best pos-
sible style. After one or two inferior
laces, she got a situation with an Eng-
ish countess; and from that time she
was passed as atreasure from one mems-
ber of the aristoerncy to another, and
recelved high stipends, and presents of
at least equal \'aﬂlur. Being & German,
she put by money, and let her hushand
know it, But in the seventh year of
her enforced widowhood her letters be-
gan to undergo subtle changes, one aft-
er another,

First there were little exhibitions of
impatience. T'hen there were sigus of
languor and a diminution of gush.

Then there were stronger protestas
tions of affection than ever,

Then there were mixed with these
protestations queries whether the truest
affection was not that which provided
for the interests of the ln-lm'wll wrson,

Then in the eighth year of .{huu-k-
ton’s imprisonment she added to re-
marks of the above kind certain confes-
sions that she was worn out with anx-
jeties, and felt herlonely condition; that
youth and beauty did not last forever;
that she had let slip opportunities o
doing herself m:lm!untin] service, and
him too, if he could look at things as
coolly now as he used to; and she began
to think she had done wrong.

T]li.-‘ line once Elllnplml wWas never
given up, though it was accompanied
once or twice with passionate expres-
sions of regret at the vanity of long-
cherished hopes. Then came a letter
or two more in which the fair writer
desceribed herself as torn this way and
that way, and not knowing what to do
iur the best, and inveighed against
“ate,

Then came a long silence.

Then came a short letter imploring
him. if he loved her as she loved him,
to try and forget her, except as one who
would always watch over his interests,
and weep for him in secret.

“Crocodile!” said Monckton,
cold sneer.

All this showed him it was his inter-
est not to lose his hold on her, So he
always wrote te her in abeautiful strain
of faith, affection, and constancy.

But this part of the comedy was cut
short by the lady discontinuing the cor-
respondence and concealing her address
for vears.

“Ah!” said Monckton, “she wants to
cure me. That cock won't fight, my
beauty.”

A month before he was let loose upon
gociety, came a surprise—a letter from
his wife, directing him to call at the
oflice of a certain solicitor in Serjeant’s
Inn, Fleet Street, when he would re-
ceive £50 upon his personal receipt, and
a similar sum from time to time, pro-
vided he made no attempt to discover
her, or in any way disturb her life. “Oh,
Leonard,” said she, “vou ruined me
once. Pray do not destroy me again.
Y ou may be sure I am not h:tp[‘r_\': but I
am in peace and comfort, and I am old
enough to know theirvalue. Dear Leon-
ard, I offer them both to you. Pray,
pray do not despise them, and, what-
ever you do. do not offend against the
Jaw again. You see how strong it is.”

Monckton read this with calm indif-
ference. He did not expecta woman
to give him a pension unconditionally,
or without some little twaddle by way
of drawback. He called on the lawyer,
and sent in his name. He was received
by the lawyer in person, and eyed very
keenly. “I am directed to call here for
£50, sir,” said he.

“Yes, Mr. Monckton. I believe the
pavment is eonditional.” :

“No, sir; not the first £50. It is the
future payments that are to depend up-
on my conniving at my wife’sinfidelity.”
and with that he handed him the letter.

The lawyer perused it,and said: “You
are right, sir. The £50 shall be paid to
you immediately; but we must request
vou to consider that our client is your
friend, and acts by our advice, and that
it will not either be graceful or delicate
to interpret her conduct to her dis-
eredit.”

“My good sir,” said Monckton, with
one of his cynical sneers, “every time
your client pays me £50, put on the re-
ceipt that black is white in matters of
conjugal morality, and I'll sign the
whole acknowledgment.”

Finding he had such a serpent to deal
with, the lawyver eut the dialogue short,
and paid the money. However, as
Monckton was leaving, he said: “You
can write tous when you want any
more, would it be disereet of me to ask
where we can address you?”

“Why not?” said Monckton. “I have
nothing to conceal. However,all I can
tell you at present is that I am going to
Hull to tryand find a eouple of rogues.”

To Hull he went, breathing avarice
and vengeance. This dangerous villain
was quite master of Bartleﬁ s secret,
and Hope’s. To be sure, when Hope
first discovered him in Bartley’s office,
he was puzzled at the sudden interfer-
ence of that stranger. He had only seen
Hope’s back until this, and, moreover,
Hope had been shabbily dressed in black
clo?l? hard worn, whereas he was in a
new suit of tweed when he exposed
Monckton’s villainy. But this was ex-
plained at the trial, and Monckton in-
structed his attorney to cross-examine
Hope about his own great fraud; but
counsel refused to do so, either because
he disbelieved his elient, or thought
such a cross-examination would be stop-

Ejeg. gr sgt the court still more against
client. - .

Monckton raged at this, and, of

course, said he had been bought by the

-other side. But now he was delighted
that his enemies’ secret had never been
inquired into, and that "he could fall on
them both like a thunderbolt.

He was at Hull next day, and rambled
about the old shop, and looked in atthe
windows. All new faces . and on the
door-plate, "Atkinson & Co.” :

Then he went in. and asked for Mr.

with a

paruey.

Name not known.

“Why. he used to be here.
his employ.”

No: nobody knew Mr. Bartley.

Could he see Mr, Atkinson?

Certainly, Mr. Atkinson would be
there at two o'clock.

Monckton, after some preamble, ask-
ed whether he had not succeeded in this
business to Mr. Robert Bartley.

No, He had Dought the business
from Mrs. Duplex, aswidow residing in
this town, and he happened to know
that her husband had taken it from
Whitaker, a merehant at Boston.

“Is8 he alive, sir?y”

“I belleve so, and vory well known.®

Monckion went off to Whitaker, and
learned from him that he had bought
the business from Bartley, but it was
many years ago, and he had never heard
of the purchaser since that day.,

Monckton returned to London bafMed.
What was he to do? Go to a secret-ins
?‘nily oflice? Advertise that if Mr.

obert Bartley, late of Hull, would
write to a certaln agent, he would hear
of something to his advantage? Iedid
not muech fancy either of these plans,
He wanted to pounce on Bartley, or
lIn]u-. or both,

Then he argued thus: “Bartley has
rnt lots of money now, or he would not

mve given up business,  T'en to one he
lives In London, or visits it.
the Park.”

~Well, he did try the Park, both at the
riding hour and the driving hour, lle
saw no Bartley at either time,

But one day in the Lady’s Mile, as he
listlessly watehed the carriages defile
slowly past him, with every now and
then a Jam, there crawled past him &
sart vietoria, and in it g beautiful wo-
man with glorious :I;u‘kce_ws.mnlu love-
ly little boy, the very image of her. It
was his wile and her son,

Monckton started, but the lady gave
no sign of recognition., She bowed, but
it was toa gentleman at Monckton's
side, who had raised his hat to her with
ma riunl rvaﬁu-vl.

“What a beantiful crechaar!” said a
little swell to the gentleman in ques-
tion. “You know her?”

“Very slightly.”

“Who is she? A duchess?

“No; a stock-broker’s wife, Mrs. Bra-
ham. Why, she is a known beauty.”

That was enough for Monckton. He
hung back a little, and followed the car-
riage. IHe calculated that if it left the
Park at Hyde Park Corner, or the Mar-
ble Arch, he could take a hansor and
follow it.

When the victoria got clear of the
corner, Mrs., Braham ﬁ-uned forward a
moment and whispered a word to her
coachman. Instantly the carriage dash-
ed at the Chesterfield Gate and into
Mayfair at such a swift trot that there
“"a‘]s no time to get a cab and keep it in
sight.

Monckton lighted a eigarette. “Clever
girl!” said he, satirically. “She knew
me, and never winked,”

The next day he went to the lawyer
and said, “I have a little favor to ask
you, sir.”

The lawyer was on his guard directly,
but said nothing.

“An interview—in this office—with
Mrs. Braham.”

The lawyer winced, but went on his
guard again directly.

“Client of ours?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Braham? Braham?” said the lawyer,
affecting to search the deep caverns of
professional memory.

“Stock-broker's wife.”

“Where do they live?”

“What! don’t you know? Place of
business—Thread-needle Street. Place
of bigamy—Portman Square.”

“I have no authority to grant a per-
sonal interview with any such person.”

“But you have no power to hinder
one, and it is to her interest the meet-
ing should take place here, and the
stock-broker be out of it.”

The lawvyer retlected.

“Will you promise me it shall be a
friendly interview? You will never go
to her husband?”

“Her stock-broker you mean. Not L.
lIf she comes to me here when I want
er.”

“Will that be often?”

“I think not. 1 have a better card to
lay than Mrs. Braham. I only want
1er to help me to find certain people.

Shall we say twelveo’clock to-morrow
TO BE CONTINUED IN SUNDAY SENTINEL

I was in

I will try

“VENTUL,” (THE WIND.)

[From the Roumanian.)

A merciless y ung rascal is the Wind. His
chief deligat

Is to worry ships a‘ sea with se~ag> storms
by day and night.

Like a dog-wolf Lurrying sheey, he chases
clouds and seatters showers,

Lays the stately oak trees low and snaps
the stams of fragile flowers.

A brand Le whirls aloft and drops among
the farmer's gear,

Chuckling to see the flames consume the pro-
duce of a vear:

Then swoops dowmon a group of girls—de-
ranges al] their dresses,

Tears o their silken ‘kerchiefs, and their
snowy necks caresses, -

In all four quarters of the globe he blusters
and he raves,

Upsetting, pagan-like, the crosses set oer
Churistiau graves;

Pursued by curses of the dead, throuzh
brake and bush ke tries

To dash all reckle:s of the thorns that tear
him as he flies,

His abode is in the forest. There arrived,
his mother dear

Bathes his hurts in mi k, and chides him,
sheddinz many a titter tear.

“Weep no more, my mammy swaet,” he
crie:, “I know that I have sinned —

But when I kis; their pretty eyes the girls
all love the wind!"

Incidents of House-Cleaning.
|Hartford Post.]

The McGushes are getting on famously
with their house-cleaning. Tbe moquets
and the Axminst-rs bave all been whackad
and slammed until the du-t has returned to
dust, and the furniture has all been mis
placed in gorgecus array. BSeill, there are
many little nice points of detail that Rosa-
lind mus: attend to personally.

“Don’t you think, ma, dear,” said she, af-
fectionately,” that we nesd new portierres
between the parlors. Tae old ones are so very
familiar, you know.”

“Rosalind,” su'1 the mother, with no little
feeling, “those portierres are not familiar to
me, Stay in the cellar kitchen from Monday
morning until Saturday night, as 1 do, and
they would look very well to you.”

Bu Ro-alind’s conscience remainsd un-
touched, BShe glided to the piano and tossed
sffaco '~ of Abbe Liszt's most intricate
noctur to show that her education was
not wholly defective  _
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Malt Extract

Established in 187 by JOHANN HOFF, Roysd Pros
slan Counsellor, Knight of the Order to the §
owner of the Tmperial Austrian Gold Cros ol Hm
with the Crown, and owner of the Hohenso! lern Medal
of Merit, Purveyor of almost all Boverelgns of Ha
Inventor and first manufacturer of the Malt ¥x
snd possessor of 88 PRIZE MEDA LS from Exhibvitions
and Bo'entific Becloties

R APHEL RS v

ot

—FROM —
EXHIBITIONS AND SCIENTIFIO SOOIETIES.
HA—
SCHEVAAV 80 CEAIXOEN

"‘SAIIII008 DIJILKTIO® (INV SNOILISIHIT
-

RECEIVED S8 AWARDS

Th Gnnl.? JOHANN

R th EA%.-O'.IFJ“BB
Bl

THE GREAT TONIC

FPHILADELPHIA, August §, (883,
MR, EIsSNER:
DEAR Bir: Having had oceasion to give the pre
parations of Malt now in the market an extensife and
gmionged trial, T have at last definitely settied om
ohann Hoff’s Genuine Imported, M. Elsner, sole
-gu-m, as being the best and most reliable and m
the indications in the largest majority of cases. It has
always gives me entire satisfaction.

Respectfully yours,
ALBEl{! L. A, TOBOLDT, M. D,

rro &~

LovisviLLE, KY., April 27, 1884
ElsNgER & MENDRLSON :

DEAR Sirs: | am using your “Hef"s Malt Extract™

in my practice and am p with results. Thanks
for eirculars, ete,

Vuy respectfully,
J. A. LARRAEEE, M. D,

DYSPEPSIA

GERMAN HoSPITAL, PHILADELFHIA.
To MORITZ EISNER, Esq., Sole Agent of Johann
Hoft's Malt Extract for the U. B, of A, 320 Race
Street, Philadelphia.

DEAR BiR: Please send one dozen of Tohann Hoff's
Malt Extract to the above hospital. I am very much

pleased with it and wmy patients could not do withe

out it.
E. RAAB, M. D,
Resident Physician of the German Hospital,
Philadelphia,

T EIES

To M. EIsNER, Esq., Agent for Johann Hof"s Genuine

Malt Extract, 320 Race Street, Philadelphia.

DEAR SIR: Dr. E. Wilson recommended Johana
Hofl's Malt Extract as the best and only kind for owr
purpose. With kind regards, I am yours traly,

CHARLES S8, TURNBULL, M. D.
Amsistant Professor Jefferson Medical ﬁoﬂm
Philadelphia,

Mr. M, EisNER: | have used the Johann Hoffs
Malt Extract sent me with very good effect.

WILLIAM PEPPER, M. D,,
Dean of the University of Pennsylvania,

Weak and Debilitate

GARRISON HospiTaL, Vienna, Austria,
Johann Hoff"s Malt Extract has been largely used

in the above hospital, and we cheerfully indorse its
amse to the medical profession for general debility and
convalescence, for which it has proved to be s most

estimable remedy,
Chief Physician of H(gamhd)s mm' wommdq
an o .M. the Em 's : "
Dr PORIAS, House Physician,

FOR NURSING MOTHERS

Johann Hoff's Genuine Malt Extract has been
chemically investigated in the laboratery of Prof von

Kletzinsky, and has been found to contain only articles

which are of great benefit in cases of huperfect diges-
tions and bl.l‘f nutrition, also affections of the chest,

for convalescence and general debility.
Pror. Dr G RAKIC&BT, ETTER,
University of Vienna, Austria,

Weak Childre

I have brought suit u(fl-lnll
Mensrs, TARRANT & 0O, for

boitling and selling another
preparation upon the reputas
tion of my Genuine Mait Extraet
tor which I have recelved 88
Medals from Exhibitions, Me-
di. al Becicties, ete., ete.

BEWARE of IMITATIONS!

HOPE Bt PUORITZ EISNER" on the nerk of

st JOHANN HOFF,
Berlin, Germanv.

Beware of Imitations!

None Genuine unless having the Signature on the
Nockw:tvayBotued

e - L 2

Sole Agent for United States and Oanada,

RISNER & MENDELSON
P‘Q@QEEE@'E@ '




